First, cheerful Bridegroom! and first let me see

How thou prevent'st the sun,

And his red foaming horses dost outrun;

How, having laid down in thy sovereign's breast

All businesses, from thence to reinvest             ^

Them, when these triumphs cease, thou forward art

To shew to her, who doth the like impart,

The fire of thy inflaming eyes,

and of thy loving heart.

Raising of the Bride

But now to thee, fair Bride! it is some wrong
To think thou wert in bed so long;
Since soon thou liest down first, 'tis fit
Thou in first rising should allow for it.
Powder thy radiant hair,

Which if without such ashes thou wouldst wfear>
Thou who, to all which come to look upon,
Wert meant for Phoebus, wouldst be Phaeton,
For our ease give thine eyes th* unusual part    ,
Of joy, a tear ! so quencht, thou may'st i
To us that come thy 'nflamixig eyies,
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